Sister Double Happiness 


by Ray Massie 


Benjamin Hoff explains life through his book 
The Tao of Pooh. Life is good, every gray cloud 
has a silver lining, etc. And the lead player is a 
bear of little brain. Sister Double Happiness 
explains life through Blues 
Rock. Lost love, missed 
opportunity, oppression, 
war, etc. And the lead 
singer is a bear of a man. 
Life in balance. Positive and 
negative. Yin and yang. 
Amazing how that works. 

The San Francisco based 

quartet has released two 
albums. The self-titled 
debut on SST and now a 
new album on Reprise + PN 
called Heart and Mind. 1" Hii 
Actually explaining what 
SDH is all about or where f TAT Yt 
they fall is kind of tough. 
Gary Floyd, singer, calls it “Blues Rock or 
something.” A better term might be blues 
force. The power surging behind the music 
on the album is sure to be released on stage, 
like flicking on a light switch or plugging in a 
meat grinder. They mix a lot of hard rock and 
blues, throw in some country for taste, stir it 
all up and let it cook— sometimes bringing it 
to a boil, sometimes letting it simmer. 

The band consists of four— Gary singing, 
Ben Cohen on guitar, Lynn Perko playing 
drums, and the newest addition of Jeff Palmer 
pumping bass. 

Gary’s Texas drawl/Cal speak cuts and 
peels your skin off, leaving exposed nerves to 
savor the subtle melodies of “Sailor Song,” 


“You for You,” and a chilling anti-war senti- : 


ment “Dark Heart”: “There’s a dark heart 
moving throughout this world of ours 
(Pushed on through time by greed and a lust 
for power)/What once was need is now 
uncontrolled desire/But all the hot shot lead- 
ers handing orders out will never take 
advice/Because the pockets of the rich/Are 
being filled each time another soldier dies.” 
Sister Double Happiness came to being in 
1986 when Gary’s previous transplanted-from- 
Austin’s-punk-band, The Dicks, dissolved. He 
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and survivor Lynn decided to try something 
new. Their quest for a guitarist of substance 
unearthed Ben, later of Polkacide. The trio 
took off, recruiting bassist Mickey Donaldson 
for a while. By October of the next year they 
had recorded their first album. Recorded in 
two days, the album was 
not released until March of 
‘88. That’s when Gary quit. 

It seems the only other 
love in his life was Hindu 
Mysticism. A love which 
led him to Swami Prabud- 
dhanandaji. He studied for 
a year to be a monk, leav- 
ing Lynn to record with 
Frightwig and Ben in the 
hands of White Trash 
Debutantes. “It was impor- 
tant to take it as far as I 
could,” says Gary. 

But the night before he 
was to enter the monastery, 
he met someone special, which raised ques- 
tions and triggered new inspirations in music 
he knew he couldn't ignore. By fall of ‘89, 
SDH had reformed. They found a regular 
bassist, Jeff, and a producer, Kevin Laffey 
(who is also their A&R man at Warner Broth- 
ers). By the summer of 1990, the group 
released a Sub Pop single and appeared on the 
Roky Erickson tribute album Where the Pyra- 
mid Meets the Eye. 

In December they set to work recording for 
Heart and Mind. The first single is “You Don’t 
Know Me,”— a carry-over from the first 
album as is “Sweet Talker,” both of which 
were redone, but without losing the simplici- 
ty that is Sister Double Happiness. Rather 
like Pooh, simplicity incarnate. 

Currently SDH is on tour with The Mighty 
Lemon Drops, then they'll have a southern 
bout with Nirvana. Either line-up should be 
pretty amazing, or at least a good variety. 
And as even a silly old bear will tell you, vari- 
ety is the spice of life. Wouldn’t you say, 
Pooh? “Say what?” said Pooh, poking his 
head up from behind the desk. 

“Variety in music. . .” 

“It should be well balanced,” said Pooh, 
“indeed.” 
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MC 900 Foot Jesus 


by Maria M. Conforti 


MC 900 Ft. Jesus is one bad-ass psycho. . . 
NOT. Still, the thirtysomething Dallas citizen, 
whose real name is Mark Griffin, has an 
unnerving knack for launching aural trips to 
the Twilight Zone of personality disorders. 
Witness his new Nettwerk effort, Welcome to 
My Dream: This album is jazzier, with a slow- 
er pulse than last year’s Hell with the Lid Off, 
but more intense. Chalk that up to Griffin’s 
evocative lyrics. 

“I knew I had to do something pretty dif- 
ferent because. . . I feel like if you stand still 
and get in a rut, you're committing suicide,” 
Griffin says. “Especially if it’s on a second 
album. . . People always say you have your 
whole life to write the songs for your first 
album, but then you have nine months to 
write the songs for your second album.” 

Whereas he did most of his work for the 
first record alone in Vancouver, Griffin took 
advantage of local musicians he knows to 
play on Welcome to My Dream in his home 


DISC MAKERS 


MUSICIANS!! 


We 
PUT YOUR MUSIC OUT 
make 
ON CD, CASSETTE OR LP! 
it easy: 


graphic 
design, 

film work, 
printing, 
mastering, 
manufacturing, 
packaging; 


we do it dll. Call TODAY 
for our free 7 
g full color 
catalog: 
1-800-468-9353 
Call us toll free and we'll 
tell you how to get started. 


Complete retail 
packages, 
ready to 


sell in 


AVLO191-4 


stores! 


1328 N. 4th Street, Philadelphia, PA 19122 
In PA call: 215.232.4140 


=k 
ow 


town. “I figured the ideal thing would be to 
take advantage of all the talent I knew,” he 
says. “Because I could do that, it opened up a 
lot of musical possibilities.” 

The barbs aimed at opportunistic gurus that 
were so prevalent on Hell with the Lid Off are 
gone this time around. “I just wanted to 
move on and touch on some other things,” 
Griffin states. “Obviously, I’m still interested 
in people’s bizarre minds. But certain things, 
you just feel like you’ve said what you need 
to say about them.” 

And on Welcome to My Dream, bizarre minds 
do abound. “The City Sleeps” is a chilling 
night on the town with your neighborhood 
pyromaniac. The selfish creep of “Adven- 
tures in Failure” is a perfect target for Thelma 
and Louise. And the narrator of “Killer Inside 
Me,” the first single from the album, piles 
people with dull conversation so he can 
watch them squirm with bored discomfort. A 
local sheriff, he winds up as a serial killer. 

Griffin walks a thin line with all this, but 
never lapses into bad taste. Regarding the 
Jeffrey Dahmer case, he is decidedly non-flip: 
“I have no insight into the mind of somebody 
like him at all. That’s a complete mystery to 
me. I don’t think I even want to know what's 
going on in this guy’s mind. Him, and the 
characters like Ed Gein—how could you. . . I 
don’t know.” 

“I went through a phase where I was really 
fascinated by all that gruesome stuff,” he says. 
“Any limited-pressing record that came [out] 
that had a mutilated corpse on it, I bought it. 
But after a while,” he laughs, “I really think 
that’s an immature type of thing. . . The more I 
go along, the more I want to approach charac- 
ters like that in a sort of quasi-poetic kind of 
way, more of an abstract way.” 
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